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The  Lesser  of  Two  Evils 

You  can  always  tell  when  he's  angry. 
Cheap  wooden  planks  vibrate, 
shaking  your  hand,  sloshing  the  hot  cocoa 
you've  waited  all  night  to  sip  in  peace — a  special  treat 
before  bed. 

He  comes  in,  that  scent  of  old  tobacco,  gasoline, 
and  another  stale  smell  you  can't  define,  but  defines  him, 
a  scurrying  wake. 

You  miss  that  smell  when  it's  gone 
but  not  angry,  crushing  footsteps 
that  precede  angry,  crushing  words. 
Rough  hands,  like  sandpaper,  collide  with  the  table 
finishing  off  the  remainder  of  your  cocoa. 
You're  not  thirsty  anymore,  anyway. 

Some  nights  he  comes  in, 

his  familiar  smell  blended  with  a  cheap,  flowery  perfume 

— your  mom  hates  flowery  perfumes. 

These  nights  the  "clop',  "clop',  "plunk',  "plunk' 

aren't  as  heavy  and  your  cocoa  is  spared  as 

footsteps  end  with  a  slam  and  silence. 

Maybe  it's  not  silence  you  want  after  all. 
You  push  away  your  lukewarm  cocoa, 
not  sure  which  night  you  prefer. 

Elizabeth  Menges 
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You,  Me,  and  Our  Guitars 

I  try  to  make  the  words  go  away  as  they  flow  through  my  mind 

Your  music  is  intoxicating  and  soothes  my  soul 

I  can  t  help  but  pick  up  my  guitar  and  talk  back  to  you 

No  words,  but  the  music  begins  to  flow  and  I  find  I'm  not  in  the 

same  room 
Somehow  Fve  met  you- 

talking  with  this  chord  and  laughing  with  that  note 

We've  never  met,  but  your  song  says  it  all  

Your  progression  takes  me  to  a  higher  level 
Overwhelming  me 

No  matter  how  hard  I  try  I  can  t  come  back  down 
I  won't  come  back  down. 

It's  crazy  how  you  bring  music  to  life  and  suck  my  life  into  your 
music 

Your  song  becomes  my  song-one  rhythm,  one  beat 
Until  the  conversation  is  me 
talking  to  you 


Keshia  Wilkins 
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History 

Tell  me  a  story  about  life  and  passion 

Let  me  enter  your  gates  of  trust 

Intrigue  my  mind  and  open  up  to  me 

Allow  me  to  walk  your  sandy  beaches  of  complexities 

So  I  can  find  you  in  this  wilderness  of  confusion 

Let  me  indulge  in  your  delicacies  of  intellect 

And  meddle  in  your  fields  of  consciousness 

Grant  me  passage  into  the  realms  of  what  makes  you 

You.  Don't  have  to  worry  about  your 

secrets  and  passwords  being  shared 

with  others  outside  our  universe  of  confidentiality 

I  am  your  open  ears 

rewrite  your  history  across  my  heart 

Like  a  teen  entrusts  their  most  intricate  life  details  to  a  diary 

Like  a  composer  locked  in  his  study,  tell  a  soul  I  will  not 

As  the  world  turns  cold  with  deceit  and  loneliness 

Let  me  be  your  world,  your  comfort  zone,  your  haven  of  bliss 

Lift  your  drawbridge  of  insightfulness  and  decisiveness 

Allow  me,  my  love,  to  be  a  friend  and  not  a  foe 

Explain  your  lineage  and  lecture  your  life 

Invite  me  into  your  monarchy,  I  pray 

And  let  not  your  worry  flourish 

For  I  am  as  an  open  book  and  a  deep  mind 

Profound  and  desperate  in  this  search  of 

History... 


JaNae  Hill 
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Wild  Flowers 

You  were  once  a  flower! 
Satin  petals  of 

Colors,  the  ones  that  made  others 
Mouths  into  a  circle,  and  wide. 
What  pride 

You  had  among  the  dandelion  nations  - 

Overpopulated  weeds,  and  unloved, 

Except  by  chubbv-fingered  children. 

They  picked  and  pulled  at  the  roots 

And  thrust  them  into  mother's  coarse  hands, 

Soon  swimming  wildly  in  garbage  holes. 

Wild. 


Gabriella  Her r era 
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Awake  the  Dawn 

A  stone  skeleton  of  clustered  columns  rises 
above,  austere,  a  great  beast  with  strong  legs 
and  giant  eyes,  a  great  hero  to  some. 
The  grand,  old  ribs  hold  heavy  darkness  awhile 
yet  before  the  coming  light. 

A  whisper  echoes  against  each  arch, 
around  and  around  the  hewn  stone  it  flies; 
slower,  softer,  fading,  falling.  Silently  upon 
the  cold  stone  floor  it  dies,  but  soon  to  come 
there  is  a  sound,  a  hum,  to  take  its  place  inside 
the  dark,  expansive  room. 

It  rises  long  before  the  sun  from  men 
in  cloaks  and  rumbles  in  the  dark  stone  floors. 
It  fills  the  dusky  halls  with  reverential  awe 
and  bounces  off  the  old,  oak  doors  and  travels 
up  the  walls  of  stone,  this  old  world  ode  of 
saints  and  love,  and  leaps  to  meet  the  clouds 
before  the  sun  has  risen  above 
the  dim  divide  of  night  and  day. 

The  tone  is  deep  at  first,  a  lowing  all  around,  but  rises 
slowly,  and  with  it  light  begins  its  climb  against  the 
backdrop  of  the  stars.  They  glimmer  one  last  time 
apiece  before  they  leave  the  daytime  to  the  sun. 
An  arrow  lightly  loosed  from  Apollo's  golden  bow 
streaks  through  blackest  tar,  shimmers  through 
the  halo  at  Mother  Mary's  head,  and  washes 
darkened  robes  in  radiant,  golden  glow.  As 
light  continues  downward  on  the  fulcrum  of 
the  dawn  (the  lowing  rising  all  along)  it  dives 
through  waves  of  Mary's  hair  and  slides  down 
flames  of  glassy  cloth,  and  bathes  the  gray  old  stone 
in  colors  kingly,  and  beyond  it  travels  down  and  lingers 
at  her  perfect  feet  before  jumping  down  to  bridge  the  gap 
and  falling  to  the  floor. 
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The  ode  upon  its  highest  note  sustains,  and 
lasts  a  second  more,  then  dropping  into  silent 
thought  it  disappears  beneath  the  newly  formed 
and  brightly  lit  mosaic  on  the  slowly  warming  floor. 


J.  Carl  White 
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Blind 

My  eyes  blinded  from  thick  smoke  and  over-packed  parties 
I  tried  to  reach  for  his  hand,  yet  it's  raised  to  his  forehead 

-index  and  middle  finger  touching  his  brow 

-  A  Salute 

-the  country  he  serves  to  protect 
His  other  hand,  a  baseball  mitt 
calloused  from  old  work  out  days 

Fifteen  years  ago,  it  was  a  soft  voice 
like  a  lollipop  after  you  get  a  shot  where 
your  mom  holds  your  hand  and  tears  stop 

Now,  a  soft  kiss  and  warm  hug  dry  the  tears 

My  hand  nudges  the  dimples  around  his  mouth  and  cheeks 

and  my  arms  clasp  his  waist 

A  deep  laugh-the  hint  of  a  teenager  still  there 
evident  from  the  giddy  chuckling  tempos 

Holidays  with  smooth  button  down  shirts  smelling  of  polo 
cologne 

Mondays  with  dirt-caked  tees  smelling  of  sweat  and  old 
deodorant 

And  some  unfortunate  moments  smelling  of  leftover  dinner 
flatulence 

The  Lord  sent  an  angel  with  a  flashlight  and  helped  me  see. 


Jena  Lalich 
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The  Underestimation  of  Silence 

I  once  was  the  silent  storm 

Which  progressed  into  the  loudest  hurricane 

Any  of  my  friends  or  close  relatives  had  ever  seen  hit  land 

But  my  eyes,  they  stayed  calm  and  quiet 

Even  among  all  the  havoc  being  wreaked  around  them 

My  pupils  were  like  narrow  gateways 

Leading  to  some  emotion 

I  could  never  find  a  proper  way  to  explain 

I  once  was  a  string 

Stretched  over  an  open  flame 

Ready  to  be  touched  by  the  fire 

Then  instantly  broken  in  such  a  fashion 

Where  I  would  be  better  prepared  to  confess  all  of  my  sins 


Carrie  Jordan  Gouge 
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The  Letter  A,  Gules 

She  moored  him  with  a  scarlet  thread 
though  boisterous  wind  would  have  its  way 
and  sweep  him  out  from  harbor  s  rest 
into  the  cold,  relentless  sea. 

She  walked  the  length  of  wooden  docks 
and  let  the  thread  lay  slack  in  afternoons, 
but  taut  she  pulled  the  thread  in  falling  light 
when  boats  are  wont  to  follow  stars. 

One  time  alone  the  thread  had  broken 

and  ship  and  captain  set  out  to  sea, 

but  chill  north  winds  and  white  capped  waves 

had  changed  his  course  from  open  sea  to  closed. 

Shell  keep  him  there;  captain  he  may  be, 
but  with  a  simple  scarlet  thread  she  keeps  him 
from  the  sea,  and  from  the  joy  and  danger  of  the 
crashing  surf,  and  from  the  world  at  large,  from  all, 
save  her. 


J.  Carl  White 


Who  Owns  These  Footsteps? 

This  walk  does  not  belong  to  me. 

Nor  the  sherbet  colored  flowers 

That  bite  the  dreamer's  feet. 

And  the  cars  that  sing  against  the  wind 

Could  never  own  the  steps  I  take. 

My  eyes  and  lips  are  dancers, 

Mimicking  the  programmed  movements 

Of  trained  professionals. 

But  my  mind  slithers  serpent -like 

Towards  the  recesses 

Toward  the  dripping  diamond  cave; 

Mining  for  a  treasure, 

Absorbing  the  poetry  in  music 

Rattled  by  my  robot  footsteps. 

This  walk  is  yours,  O  docile  muse. 


Gabriella  Her r era 
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Weightless 

A  giant  tube 

A  space  shuttle  on  wheels 

The  rhythmic  hum  of  the  interstate 

like  air  suctioned  in  a  tunnel  with  nowhere  to  escape 

If  only  there  wasn't  gravity, 
then  maybe  the  crinkly  wrappers 
heard  from  opening  snacks  wouldn't 
pop  and  crunch-  they'd  instead  float  weightlessly 
And  sweaty  cleats  would  drift  out  of  the  overhead 
compartments 

And  22  soccer  players  would  glide  through  the  aisle 

The  gritty  chatter  would  float  too 
-HELLO''  would  be  "H  L 

E  L 

The  H  going  left  and  the  E  drifting  right 
One  L  spinning  up  and  the  other  down 
The  O  would  probably  bonk  me  on  the  head  as  it  tries  to 
reunite  with  the  other  letters. 

If  only  I  wasn't  stuck  on  Earth... 


Jena  Lalich 


Advice  from  a  Cynic 

Love 

is  just  a  four  letter  word 

seen  as  profanity  by  the  have-nots, 

the  contents  of  a  paper  cup 

lukewarm, 

disposable, 

and  if  it  overflows 

a  mind-boggling, 

time-consuming 

mess  on  the  kitchen  floor. 

Of  course, 

you  could  just  give  up 

and  leave  it  for  someone  else 

to  mop. 

Carrie  Jordan  Gouge 
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The  Breath  of  Ice 

The  icy  breath, 
Cold  and  airborne, 

Sweeping  the  ground  in  a  shapeless  form. 

She  swirls. 
She  twirls, 

And  the  naked  trees  dance  with  her  twisting  rhythm. 
As  she  blows  into  the  air, 

Her  outstretched  hands  guide  an  unknown  path. 
Although  her  scent  is  bitter  and  cold, 
It  is  not  a  form  of  wrath. 

When  grounded  nature  feels  her  presence, 
They  turn  away  in  shame, 
Because  of  nature's  chains, 
Envious  of  her  untamed  beauty. 

When  the  heat  of  the  nature's  sun  arrives, 
Her  heart  sinks  and  then  she  departs, 
Waiting  for  her  next  dance  of  freedom. 

Shenise  Lashauna  Case 
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Nineteen  Sixty- Six 

When  God  died  in  "66 

the  editors  at  Time  covered  him 

in  an  endless  pool  of  black  and  red. 

He  must  have  raised  his  eyebrow  at  the  thought. 

But  as  He  rose  unnoticed  from  that 
black  pool  and  thick,  dark  ink  he  made 
beaded  and  rolled,  thinned  by  crystalline  tears, 
the  face  that  would  make  ours  glow  shone  forth. 

As  thin,  frail  words  slid  down  his  rising  chest 

and  shattered  on  the  sphere  of  earth 

like  glass,  He  must  have  burned  within. 

The  architect  of  darkest  edifice,  eyes  closing  in 

uneasy  peace,  no  doubt  smiled  and  put  his  quill  to  rest, 

his  ink-filled  spear.  Grand  pride  allows  his  one 

black  hope  to  last. 


/.  Carl  White 
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Even 

I've  considered  the  odds 
And  I  still  want  to  get  even 
I  went  searching  for  peace  in  a  land  of  war 
This  wasn't  supposed  to  be  rocket  science 
Although  I'm  sure  there  are  still  weapons  to  find 
You  went  searching  for  love  in  a  land  of  whores 
This  wasn't  supposed  to  be  brain  surgery 
Although  I'm  sure  you've  got  a  lot  on  your  mind 
I  still  want  to  get  even 

Carrie  Jordan  Gouge 


Faculty  Showcase 


Afternoon  at  the  Red  Roof  Inn 

I  sit  up-to-the-knees  in  pool  water 

as  Marlene's  jabber  provokes  the  palms 

to  a  flapping  fury. 

I  thought  I  had  forgotten  Greer  High  School 

how  I'd  step  on  Patti's  face 

if  a  man  like  this  walked 

towards  me,  as  if  a  tiger  charged 

at  me  under  a  kapok  tree. 

Is  that  Mark  Harvey? 

If  my  grandmother  saw  me  now 

she'd  say,  Girl,  a  flirt  never  hurt. 

My  mind  is  lost  among  January 

wrist  corsages,  a  slow  dance  at  midnight 

as  Marlene  punches  the  endless  words 

into  the  afternoon. 

Blue  shirt,  green  shirt, 

which  one  is  Mark  Harvey? 

I  can  hear  Led  Zepplin 

&  Stairway  to  Heaven 

as  the  New  Year's  Dance 

emerges  from  the  past. 

The  afternoon's  almost  kissed 

the  horizon.  Wait  thirty  more  minutes, 

a  few  lights  will  come  on— Mark's 

shadow  at  the  edge  of  the  pool 

The  sign  says,  No  Diving. 

Marlene's  limitless  chatter  sits 

on  the  tops  of  the  palms, 

riding  each  frond  in  motion. 

My  body  sways  to  voices  whispering 

from  a  VFW  hall 

in  Greenville,  a  rust  evening 

gown  covered 

with  tassels.  The  afternoon 
gatherers  aren't  boys  &  girls 
with  dawn  on  their  faces. 
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Instead,  they  stare 
at  long  shadows  of 
Mark  Harvey  &  palm  trees. 

Suzan  Phillips 
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Love 

"Falkland  Road  [Bombay]  is  lined  with  old  wooden  buildings.  On  the  ground 
floor  there  are  cage-like  structures  with  girls  inside  them.  Above  these  cages 
the  buildings  rise  three  or  four  stories,  and  at  every  window  there  are  more 
girls-combing  their  hair,  sitting  in  clusters  on  the  windowsills,  beckoning  to  po- 
tential customers.  They  vary  in  age  from  eleven-year-old  prostitutes  to  sixty- 
five-year-old  ex-madams. "  -  Mary  Ellen  Mark 

Men  go  there  to  avoid  it 
Women  sit  there  never  seeing  it 
It's  nowhere  to  be  found 

Shoving,  pushing,  forcing 
Big  empty  brown  eyes  that 
Beg  for  it 
Never  know  it 

Those  of  us  who  do  know  it 
Have  it,  feel  it, 

Carry  it  in  our  pockets  like  loose  change— 
We  see  them 

And,  sure,  hate  that  they  don't  have  it 

We  talk  about  them 
We  get  mad 
We  get  sad 

Because  they  don't  have  it 

We  do-They  don't 
My  cup  overflows 
But  not  there 

Too  hard,  too  much  to  ask? 

I  don't  know 
But  I  have  it 
And  they  don't 
Should  be  a  problem, 
I  think. 
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I  put  down  the  book 

With  the  pictures  of  these  girls 

And  I  walk  away,  drinking  my  coffee, 

I  have  to  get  to  church  — 

I  have  no  time  to  think  about  this. 

Sarah  Ann  Rogers 
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Newton's  Law,  Take  22 

Lara  Barkley 

It  was  my  best  friend's  birthday,  and  we  decided  to  go  camp- 
ing for  the  weekend.  When  we  reached  the  cabin  the  sun  was  shining 
overhead,  a  comforting  change  to  the  cool  rain  we'd  had  over  the 
past  week.  The  seven  of  us  all  decided  we  needed  to  spend  as  much 
time  outside  as  possible,  taking  full  advantage  of  the  weather.  We, 
being  the  adventurous  types,  and  possibly  being  inspired  by  the  for- 
est itself,  decided  to  set  out  on  a  tree  climbing  adventure.  We 
changed  into  our  long  pants  and  sneakers,  and  headed  out  towards 
the  tree  line. 

We  first  walked  to  a  welcoming  tree,  with  low,  winding  thick 
branches,  reaching  high  to  the  clear  sky  above.  One  by  one,  we  took 
our  paths  into  the  limbs  of  the  tree.  Perched  safely,  the  brave  would 
pass  higher  above  those  who  had  a  fear  of  heights.  I,  the  only  one 
comfortable  enough  with  those  branches  not  so  sturdy,  made  my 
way  up  to  the  top  branches  of  the  tree  and  sat  calmly,  looking  out 
across  the  pond.  After  a  relaxing  time  in  the  tree  tops  we  all  made 
our  careful  descent  down  the  trunk  and  crowded  around  the  base  of 
the  tree.  I  jumped  down  from  the  last  branch,  and  joined  my  friends 
to  plan  where  our  next  climb  would  be.  We  surveyed  the  trees,  and 
couldn't  find  one  difficult  enough  to  climb,  so  we  began  walking  the 
trails  into  the  woods.  When  I  heard  laughter,  I  stopped  walking,  a 
domino  effect  of  heel  tripping  behind  me. 

Brian  and  Kyle,  the  two  regulars  to  the  Green  Pond  cabin, 
were  standing  in  the  back  of  the  pack  staring  in  unity  at  a  peculiar- 
looking  tree,  laughing  maniacally.  The  tree  had  two  branches,  about 
six  feet  from  the  ground,  right  next  to  each  other,  slanted  like  a  foot 
bridge  and  handle.  Above  these  two  branches  was  a  seven  foot  gap, 
and  then  the  most  glorious  of  all  climbing  branches  I  had  ever  seen. 
They  twisted  and  turned  in  ways  just  asking  to  be  climbed.  The 
problem  was  that  the  gap  in-between  the  two  sets  of  branches  was 
completely  bare.  The  trunk  bore  no  lumps,  no  broken  limbs,  and  no 
knots.  The  only  possibility  of  getting  to  the  branches  above  was  two 
intertwined  vines  hanging  from  them.  The  vines  were  thick  and 
sturdy,  but  they  were  slick.  The  climb,  Brian  and  Kyle  told  us,  had 
been  attempted  countless  times  before,  but  it  had  never  been  com- 
pleted. I,  of  course,  said  I'd  give  it  a  go. 
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Walking  up  to  the  lower  branches  was  all  but  intimidating.  I 
was  encouraged,  I  was  excited.  I  had  just  climbed  to  the  very  top  of 
a  tree,  and  I  felt  invincible.  Brian  lifted  me  by  the  hips  up  to  the 
bottom  limb,  as  I  grabbed  onto  the  branch  with  my  arms,  swiftly 
kicking  my  legs  up  with  ease.  I  walked  to  the  trunk  without  holding 
onto  the  other  branch.  I  had  the  balance  of  a  squirrel  scurrying 
across  the  stem.  I  contemplated  my  path  up  the  vine,  as  my  friend 
followed  me  along  the  branches  behind  me.  I  realized  teamwork  was 
best  in  this  situation,  so  he  knelt  down;  I  stepped  gingerly  on  his 
back,  grabbed  onto  the  vine  and  then  again  swung  my  legs  around 
the  higher  branch.  I  moved  my  body  without  thinking  through  the 
branches  until  I  found  myself  in  a  place  perfect  for  sitting. 

My  friends  stood  on  the  ground  under  me  carrying  on  conver- 
sations. They  looked  up  at  me  with  concern.  I  made  my  decision  to 
come  down  from  the  tree  not  because  they  wanted  me  to,  but  be- 
cause the  forest  was  full  of  more  trees  not  yet  climbed.  I  moved  my 
feet  down  the  limbs,  grasping  onto  the  branches  above  with  my 
hands  as  I  went  down.  I  stood  on  the  last  limb  before  the  gap,  hold- 
ing onto  the  vine,  preparing  for  the  slide  to  the  branches  below.  I 
waited  a  few  moments,  gathering  my  strength.  My  friends  had  no- 
ticed my  movement,  and  were  watching  me  move  through  the 
leaves.  I  readjusted  my  hands  on  the  vine,  and  then  swung  my  feet 
off  the  limb.  I  looked  down  to  the  branch  below,  and  then  all  of  a 
sudden  my  hands  felt  air.  I  reached  for  the  vine  again,  hitting  it 
barely  with  my  left  hand.  I  try  to  hold  on,  but  my  grasp  fails. 

Then  nothing. 

Pain.  I  try  to  sit  up,  Kyle  is  beside  me.  Oh  my  God,  I  just 
fell  out  of  a  tree.  Breathe  in!  I  can't. 

"Don't  move,''  Kyle  frantically  says  to  me.  "Okay,"'  I  try  to 
say.  That  wasn't  a  word.  Breathe,  my  chest  is  collapsed.  I  can't 
breathe!  Darkness. 

I  see  blurriness.  Breathe.  Air  in  my  lungs.  My  vision  clears, 
I  see  a  man  I  do  not  know.  I  look  to  the  left,  a  girl  I  do  not  know.  I 
scan  further  to  the  left,  more  people,  all  I  do  not  recognize.  I  do  a 
full  scan  around  me;  all  I  see  are  trees  and  the  sun  shining  through 
them.  Where  am  I?  How  did  I  get  here?  Breathe.  Wait.  Who  am 
I?  WHO  AM  I? 

I  look  to  my  right  again.  I  fix  my  eyes  into  the  eyes  of  the 
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boy  beside  me.  He  becomes  clearer.  I  take  two  deep  long  breaths. 
They  sting,  like  acid  is  being  poured  into  my  open  lungs.  Kyle.  The 
man  is  Kyle.  I  look  to  the  left,  Ashley,  Brian.  I  keep  scanning,  Tim, 
Bailey.  I  look  up,  trees,  Green  Pond.  We  went  camping.  Oh  no.  I 
fell  out  of  a  tree.  I  fell  out  of  a  damn  tree!  I'm  Lara.  I  plant  my  el- 
bows on  the  ground  and  sit  up.  Kyle  grabs  my  shoulders  and  I  can 
hear  him  talking  to  me  now. 

"Can  you  breathe  now?  Can  you  move  your  toes  for  me?" 

I  hear  Bailey  talking: 

"I  don't  know  where  we  are.  We're  in  the  middle  of  the 
woods...  Yes  ma'am  she  fell  fifteen  feet  out  of  the  tree." 

I  realize  she's  talking  to  the  emergency  operator.  I've  never 
ridden  in  an  ambulance,  and  I'm  not  starting  now.  Kyle  asks  me 
again,  "Can  you  move  your  feet?"  I  look  at  him,  wiggle  my  feet,  and 
shake  my  legs  and  arms.  I  stand  up.  Everyone  rushes  to  my  side. 
"Hold  her  up!"  someone  shouts.  "Is  she  breathing?"  my  roommate 
asks.  I  look  at  Bailey,  who  is  still  on  the  phone. 

"I'm  Okay!  Hang  up!" 

She  looks  at  me. 

"She  says  she's  all  right,  I'm  sorry,"  and  she  hangs  up  the 
phone.  Everyone  just  stands  around,  looking  at  me.  They  are 
scared,  timid.  I  realize  I  taste  blood.  I  stick  out  my  tongue  and  look 
at  Kyle,  who  is  still  holding  my  arm. 

"Barkley!"  he  says,  "You  bit  pieces  off  both  sides!" 

I  spat  blood  for  the  next  twenty  minutes  as  we  walked  slowly 
back  to  the  cabin.  I  picked  up  a  broken  arrow  and  swung  in  anger  at 
reeds  and  grass  along  the  path.  The  crowd  of  people  following  me 
murmured  with  voices  of  wonder  as  to  what  had  just  happened,  and 
to  how  I  was  okay.  They  wanted  to  take  me  to  the  hospital  but  I 
refused  countless  times.  When  we  got  back  to  the  cabin,  I  cleaned  up 
about  thirty  five  bleeding  cuts  on  my  body. 

When  I  came  back  into  the  living  room  and  sat  down  among 
my  friends  I  began  to  make  jokes  about  the  fall.  It  was  funny  now, 
and  I  wanted  to  know  about  it.  They  told  me  I  had  fallen  from  over 
fifteen  feet,  and  that  my  left  hip  had  hit  the  lower  branch  on  the  way 
down.  The  hit  flipped  my  body  around,  making  me  land  with  my 
feet  towards  the  tree  trunk.  My  shoulders  hit  first  and  then  my  head 
and  legs  slammed  simultaneously  into  the  ground.  I  tried  to  sit  up, 
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and  it  looked  like  I  was  going  to  laugh  it  off,  but  then  I  started  gasp- 
ing for  air.  Kyle  ran  over  and  told  me  not  to  move,  and  I  attempted 
to  respond  again,  but  instead  made  a  terrible  throaty  noise.  I  lay 
back  down  on  the  ground,  when  my  body  started  violently  shaking. 
My  feet  and  legs  were  bending,  and  my  arms  were  waving  around  as 
my  back  and  head  were  lifting  off  the  ground.  I  started  making  gag- 
ging, gargling  noises  in  the  back  of  my  throat.  Kyle,  the  trained  life- 
guard luckily  knew  to  turn  my  head  to  the  side  to  keep  me  from 
choking.  I  wasn't  breathing,  though.  My  eyes  were  big,  blank,  and 
spinning  around  aimlessly.  When  I  asked  what  it  was  most  like,  my 
friends  asked  if  Fd  ever  seen  "The  Exorcist,"  which  of  course  made 
me  a  little  uneasy  because  I  had.  I  had  a  seizure,  for  about  twenty 
seconds.  When  I  came  to  I  was  still  in  its  aftermath.  My  body  had 
stopped  shaking,  but  it  was  restarting.  I  still  wasn't  breathing,  and 
none  of  my  senses  were  working. 

The  tree  stands,  a  memento  of  my  pain;  of  my  failure.  It 
rests  silently  in  the  woods  awaiting  my  return.  I  have  overcome  my 
injuries,  but  I  have  not  conquered  the  tree  of  all  climbing  trees. 


Family  Reunions 


stamped  their  imprint  on  my  six-year-old  mind. 
They  are  where  I  scale  the  thin  branches  of  "my''  tree, 
pulling  down  the  tiny  apples  from  the  leaves  overhead 
and  tossing  rotted  ones  down  the  hill, 
watching  them  tumble  into  the  stream  with  a  "splat." 

Where  everyone  in  the  family  tree  is  sitting,  rocking,  talking, 
eating, 

watching  fireworks  explode  in  that  Virginia  valley  sky, 
and  yelling  "hello!"  to  neighbors  up  the  hill  as  I  Avalk 
barefoot  with  cousins,  jumping  over  cattle  grates 
and  wiping  at  blackberry  stained  faces. 

Where  fifteen  sets  of  Rummikub 

and  twenty-four  hour  tournaments  belong, 

and  where  the  men  eat  first  because  tradition  is  tradition. 

Reunions  are  where  I  watch  leaves  and  twigs  we  turned  into 
boats 

float  down  that  river  we  spent  the  whole  day  jumping  into 
after  eating  cold  hamburgers. 

Family  reunions,  where  we  didn't  know  it  was  the  last  time 
until  after  it  was, 

and  what  I  now  only  remember  in  hazy  memories 
and  yellowed  picture  albums. 


Elizabeth  Menges 
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Survival 

I  believe 
Buried  beneath 
The  hard  concrete 
Is  a  flower 
Waiting  to  bloom 
I  can  see 
The  symmetry 
Inside  of  me 

That's  filling  up  this  empty  room 
Only  in  my  dreams 

Do  I  see  children  decorating  the  sidewalk  in  colors  I  have 
forgotten 

But  there  was  a  time  when  I  knew  them  so  well 
Carrie  Jordan  Gouge 


His  Forty-third  Year 


His  eyes  are  vacant. 

Like  an  old  house  not  lived  in  for  half  a  century, 
Once  bursting  with  life,  now  deadly  silent. 
The  light  that  was  fervent  and  far  reaching.  .  . 
Now  a  flickering  flame.  .  .  sputtering.  .  . 
Singeing  ray  heart.  .  .what  can  I  do  to  save  him? 

My  trembling  hands  lock  onto  his  thick  forearms 
Like  a  vice  grip; 

Grasping  him,  grasping  for  his  life. 

Searching  his  fixed,  flat  gaze  my  soul  screams, 

"Are  you  there.  .  .  are  you  there.  .  .  are  you  there?" 

No  one  answering,  no  one  looking  back. 

His  knees  buckle;  he  is 

As  heavy  as  dead  weight.  Is  he? 

What  should  be  his  wellspring  of  living  is  killing  him. 
Every  heartbeat  is  pumping  his  mortality  into  a  pool, 
Damming  his  life  flow;  his  blood  is  held  captive. 
Like  flood  waters  kept  at  bay,  the  bulging  near  his  heart 
Threatens  his  deathbed.  .  .  he  is  forty-three. 

Sirens,  medics,  nurses,  doctors.  .  .it's  a  blur.  .  . 
CAT  scans,  questions,  "gather  your  children.  .  ." 
They  hand  me  his  wedding  ring. 
I  feel  a  dark,  dreadful  veil  covering  me. 

Sobbing,  heaving  breaths,  disbelief.  .  . 

"Have  mercy  on  me,  O  God, 

Have  mercy  on  me, 

For  in  You  my  soul  takes  refuge. 

I  will  take  refuge  in  the  shadow  of  Your  wings 

until  the  disaster  has  passed."  Psalm  57:1 

Touching  the  cold  steel  of  the  gurney, 

My  hand  falls  as  they  rush  him  into  the  O.R. 
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I  am  left  alone.  .  .to  find  my  way. 

Seeking  solitude  in  an  elevator,  if  only  for  a  moment, 

I  plead  as  a  starving  child  begging  for  bread, 

"God,  I  am  not  ready  to  be  a  widow.  .  .I'm  not  ready.  .  .not 

ready.  .  ." 
The  doors  open. 

My  dad  is  standing  in  the  corridor. 


Kelly  Rhodes 
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Faculty  Showcase 

At  an  Open  Mike — Too  Many  Poets.  Not  Enough  Poetry 

Mavbe  Stafford's  to  blame, 
his  farewell  to  reading  poems  in  public, 
his  move  to  life  on  the  shelf, 
leaving  his  place  to  the  young. 

Tonight,  a  young  guv  sits  in  front  of  me. 

Even  his  applause  for  readers 

is  more  about  him  than  them. 

He's  eager  in  this  human  race 

for  the  mike.  Before  performing — 

and  it  is  performance — he  boasts 

he's  taken  a  poetry  course. 

doesn't  vet  realize  his  know-it-all  self 

has  left  behind — like  a  jacket,  a  lunch. 

a  book — his  soul.  So.  I  want 

to  tell  him  "Read  about  Narcissus, 

brush  up  on  vour  Shakespeare. 

be  Dickinson's  nobody  for  a  while. 

learn  a  pronoun  other  than  I. 

check  in  with  Galileo.  The  sun 

is  still  center,  and  it  doesn't 

rise  and  set  just  to  hear  loud  you. 

And.  please,  before  writing  your  memoirs. 

try  reducing  yourself  to  seventeen  syllables." 


Ellen  E.  Hyatt 
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Afternoon  in  the  Library 

Full  of  racket,  clamor,  all  the  noise  not  needed 
when  studying  for  a  test. 

I  trod  away  from  the  source  of  my  headache, 
in  search  of  stillness,  quiet,  peace, 
anything  that  forces  my  mind 

to  attach  itself  to  the  words  on  the  page  of  the  textbook. 
Attach  and  absorb. 
Attach  and  absorb. 

Each  century  full  of  events  that  clamor 

with  yells  and  bold,  angry  letters, 

each  calling  "I'm  most  important!" 

in  loud,  high  pitched  voices. 

All  of  those  dates,  the  people, 

who  did  what  and  when  they  did  it. 

Martin  Luther  King,  Jr.,  screaming  at  me 

from  the  bright  yellow  "did  you  know"  box  on  page  fifty, 

"I  made  my  speech  in  1963,  not  1936!" 

Hoover  got  the  country  through  the  second  world  war, 

my  memory  insists,  banging  around  in  my  head 

like  a  loose  stallion. 

Roosevelt  shoves  open  page  forty-seven, 
drowning  out  my  horrible  memory 
with  an  "It  was  me!"  and  a  swift  kick. 

Three  hours,  two  headaches, 

a  scuffle  about  the  cause  of  the  Great  Depression, 
two  world  and  one  cold  war  later, 
and  my  still,  quiet,  and  peaceful  study  session 
comes  to  a  close. 

Elizabeth  Menges 


Green  Thumb  Poets 

I  am  a  poet — 

Grabbing  at  movements; 

Putting  them  on, 

Pulling  them  over  my  head. 

Are  they  rough? 

Are  they  soft? 

Do  I  wear  it  like  Dickinson  does? 

And  does  that  one  make  me  look  fat? 

Until  my  body  burns  with  itch. 

A  dressing  room  binge  I  want  to  throw  up. 

I'll  do  what  all  the  good  Eden  poets  do,  then. 

Cast  my  clothes  on  the  Tree  of  the 

KnoAvledge  of  Words  and  Meter. 

Bare  in  the  creative  pool 

With  a  pen 

And  a  pad. 


Gabriella  Her r era 
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As  the  World  Turns 

The  sun  doesn't  rise 
or  set. 

The  world  turns. 

I  shuffle  my  feet  as  best  I  can 

to  keep  up  with  the  ruthless  movement. 

I  wake  up 

alone  on  a  splintered  park  bench, 
sharp,  shrill  cries  of  hungry  baby  birds. 
Every  machine  revving  up,  another  laborious 
I  pass  the  remains  of  a  neighborhood. 

To  my  left: 

a  white  picket  fence, 

filthy  and  dangerous, 

keeping  nothing  in  and  letting  everything 

and  more 

out  into  the  air. 

Behind  it  a  yard  of  dirt, 

the  resting  place 

for  some  plastic  toys, 

mostly  dismembered, 

and  one  stripped  doll, 

its  forehead  slightly  dimpled, 

its  artificial  limbs  exposed  to  the  elements. 

All  abandoned. 

Further  along  to  my  right: 

a  teddy  bear, 

eyeless 

and  half  stuck  in  the  mouth  of  a  gutter, 

torn  in  several  places, 

its  soft  white  innards 

displayed  across  a  few  feet  of  asphalt. 

Before  I  have  time  to  care, 

the  moon  becomes  my  nightlight. 


I  see  a  cemetery  in  the  distance, 

dimly  showered  with  streetlights. 

the  graves  intricately  decorated 

with  dozens  of  flowers  losing  their  original  scent, 

themselves  withering  too, 

eternally  unable  to  console  their  recipients. 

A  trail  of  neon  signs  catches  my  eye, 

flickering,  blinking, 

and  mvself,  so  easily  flattered. 

I  end  up  looking  through  the  glass  again, 

my  makeshift  grail  now  emptied  of  the  darkest  sin, 

everything  so  haiintingly  magnified. 

I  rest  my  head  on  the  bar 

and  wait  for  tomorrow, 

should  it  come  to  me. 

I  half  hope  it  never  arrives. 

Carrie  Jordan  Gouge 
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The  End 

Becky  Doscher 

"It  will  be  our  little  secret,  you  don't  have  to  tell  anyone."  These 
were  the  words  Uncle  Jessie  would  say  to  me  after  every  time.  These 
were  the  words  he  would  say  after  he  stopped  touching  me.  In  a 
way,  these  words  brought  comfort  to  my  body.  I  knew  for  that  mo- 
ment it  was  over.  I  hoped  for  a  moment  it  would  be  the  last.  I  re- 
member the  last  time.  I  remember  the  first  time.  I  remember  every 
time.  The  last  time  was  my  favorite.  Not  that  I  liked  it,  or  that  I 
even  got  used  to  it,  but  it  was  the  first  time  I  realized  I  could  tell  our 
little  secret,  and  it  would  be  okay.  It  took  four  years  for  me  to  real- 
ize this. 

The  last  time  would  be  the  first  time  I  spoke  up.  It  was  the 
annual  pool  party  to  kick  off  the  summer  at  the  Fludds\  Fludd, 
that's  my  last  name,  but  everyone  calls  me  Emma,  that's  my  first. 
This  is  the  story  of  my  favorite  day.  Mom  and  Dad  were  everything 
to  me,  as  they  were  to  many.  Dad  was  the  preacher  at  the  local 
church.  Everyone  in  the  small  town  of  Wycliffe  had  been  there  at 
least  once.  Mom  helped  people  too,  but  in  a  different  way.  She  was 
a  nurse  at  the  local  hospital,  Emergency  Room,  afternoon  shifts. 
The  first  Saturday  in  May,  it  was  the  5th,  year  2001,  they  were  both 
off  from  work  and  still  helping  people.  They  were  helping  people 
have  fun  by  throwing  an  open-invite  pool  party  at  our  house.  Eve- 
ryone came.  Everyone  was  there.  Everyone,  including  Uncle  Jessie. 
It  was  a  cookout  too,  hamburgers  and  hotdogs  were  on  the  grill. 
When  you  step  out  on  the  back  porch  the  smell  overtakes  your  nose. 
You  could  smell  summer  coming.  It  was  perfect.  It  was  my  favorite. 
The  laughter,  the  yelling,  the  smell.  They  all  brought  a  smile  to  my 
face.  People  were  everywhere,  total  probably  50.  We  had  a  big 
house  and  an  even  bigger  yard.  It  could  hold  all  of  them,  and  then 
some.  Marco  Polo,  that's  my  favorite  water  game.  I  had  been  play- 
ing for  a  long  time,  a  very  long  time.  My  fingers  and  toes  had  begun 
to  look  like  a  90  year-old  woman.  I  decided  it  was  time,  it  was  time  I 
should  stop  playing  and  get  out  of  the  water.  I  went  to  my  room.  I 
hate  that  feeling.  The  feeling  you  get  when  you  put  your  perfectly 
dry  clothes  on  top  of  your  soaking  wet  bathing  suit.  It  just  ruins 
things. 

My  house  has  three  floors,  the  basement,  the  main,  and  the 
second;  the  second  floor — that's  where  my  room  is.  It's  where  the 
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secret  was  told,  where  the  silence  was  broken.  My  room  was  the  best, 
decorated  just  the  way  I  wanted.  Hot  pink,  flat  black,  and  bright 
blue.  Not  just  my  room,  the  walk-in  closet,  and  the  bathroom;  all 
three  showed  my  personality.  It  was  my  own  little  house  inside  of 
my  parents".  I  heard  the  tap  on  my  door.  It  was  quiet,  too  quiet  to 
be  called  a  knock.  I  didn't  have  time  to  answer,  before  the  door  was 
cracked.  The  door  was  cracked,  it  was  opened,  and  it  was  closed 
again.  I  looked  into  his  eyes,  his  dark  brown  eyes.  His  hair  was  long, 
dirty,  blond,  and  stringy.  He  always  looked  scruffy,  and  his  face  felt 
the  same. 

When  Uncle  Jessie  pressed  his  face  against  mine  and  kissed 
me  lip  to  lip,  I  could  feel  it.  It  hurt  when  he  would  kiss  me,  it  hurt 
because  I  knew  soon  it  would  be  more,  soon  I  would  feel  him.  He 
had  never  been  this  brave  before.  He  was  always  a  coward  and  took 
over  my  body  when  no  one  was  near,  when  no  one  could  hear  me  cry. 
He  didn't  like  me  to  cry.  That's  what  he  would  tell  me,  he  always 
pushed  harder  when  I  began  to  cry.  "I'll  give  you  something  to  cry 
about,  do  you  feel  that?" 

That's  what  he  would  say,  when  a  tear  rolled  down  my  face. 
I  would  fight  the  tears,  so  he  wouldn't  hurt  me  as  much.  It  never 
lasted  long.  I  knew  soon  it  would  be  over.  Just  like  I  knew  this  was 
my  chance,  my  chance  to  share  my  secret,  to  tell  our  secret.  I 
wanted  to  scream  for  help.  I  tried  to  scream.  I  opened  my  mouth 
but  nothing  came  out,  his  tongue  came  in  instead.  Uncle  Jessie  was 
not  just  inside  of  my  body,  he  was  inside  of  my  head. 

My  bed  was  by  the  window.  I  couldn't  smell  summer.  All  I 
could  smell  was  Uncle  Jessie's  cologne  and  sweat,  but  I  could  hear  it. 
The  laughter,  their  voices,  they  were  all  around,  inside  and  outside  of 
the  house.  They  would  be  able  to  hear  me.  If  I  could  hear  them, 
they  could  hear  me.  I  knew  it,  I  just  needed  to  speak  up.  I  needed  to 
scream.  I  needed  to  call  for  help.  I  couldn't,  nothing  was  coming 
out.  I  was  afraid.  I  began  to  cry.  I  couldn't  fight  back  the  tears. 
They  kept  coming.  He  kept  pushing,  harder  and  harder.  I  could 
hear  the  bed  against  the  wall,  it  was  knocking.  I  was  crying,  I  was 
crying  hard  this  time.  The  knocking  was  louder,  the  pushing  was 
harder,  and  my  tears  were  flowing.  I  tried  to  focus  in  on  the  knock- 
ing. To  not  let  my  mind  wonder,  so  I  could  focus  on  the  words  I 
needed  to  get  out.  Then  he  stopped.  It  was  over.  I  was  too  late.  I 
knew  it  wouldn't  last  long,  it  never  does.  I  looked  in  his  eyes,  I  saw 
fear.  He  was  scared.  I  was  confused.  Then  I  heard  the  knocking 
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again,  but  there  was  no  pushing.  The  knocking  was  the  door.  The 
door  cracked  open,  then  it  was  pushed  open.  In  walked  my  mom, 
and  next  came  my  dad.  They  finally  helped  me.  They  helped  my 
secret  come  out. 


Dog 


Inside, 

Brown  eyes  smash  the  clear  barrier 
robust  body — hind  legs  ready  to  launch 
triangle  ears  tall  and  stiff 
lips  snarled  and  dull  white  canines  exposed 

Outside, 

Black  marbles  return  his  gaze 
with  wire  whiskers  pointing  astray 
long  tail — fluffy,  flowing,  fluxing 
human-like  fingers  holding  a  nut 
taunting  a  smile 

If  only  the  domestic  one  could  get  through  the  windo 
But  even  then,  the  free  squirrel  would  race  up  a  tree 
or  jump  from  roof  to  roof 

A  war  within  their  world 
Twigs  falling 
leaves  fluttering 
camouflage  fur  coats 

Across  the  pacific, 

North  Koreans  patrol 

their  fiery  eyes  ready  to  attack, 

flaunting  their  Ml 6s 
but  blocked  by  the  1  mile  DMZ 

On  the  other  side. 

South  Koreans  pace  the  barbed-wire  fence 
equipped  with  bullet  proof  vests 

But  they  can  only  stare 

wishing  the  line  wasn't  there 

like  the  dog  thirsting  for  an  open  door. 


Jena  Lalich 
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Falling 

Falling,  falling, 

Falling  into  Oblivion. 

Life  veers  out  of  control. 

Emotions  burden  me. 

Down,  down, 

Down  into  the  bottom, 

Hitting  it  and  still  falling, 

Seeing  life  and  people  pass  me  by. 

Losing,  losing, 

Losing  focus. 

I  don't  know  where  I  am, 

Where  I'm  going, 

(Almost)  who  I  am. 

Speeding,  speeding, 

Speeding  on  a  never  ending  slide, 

To  a  rut, 

Which  does  not  ever  end. 

How,  how, 

How  do  I  stop? 

Oh,  God,  please  help  me. 

I  need  a  different  path. 

Please,  please, 

Please  give  me  the  divine 

Strength 

To  turn  around. 

Turn  around. 

.  .  .  turn  around. 

Jessica  Berrios 
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Empty 

I  flick  the  lighter  twice. 
My  thumb  is  raw. 
I  sit, 

idle  in  my  car. 

Indigo  smoke 

twirls  up  into  the  air 

and  crawls  out  of  my  window. 

The  sun  is  sprouting  up 

from  its  velvet  blanket. 

I  feel  its  warmth  drooling 

on  my  left  cheek. 

An  empty  spot  is  next  to  me. 

October  is  on  its  way 

but  never  soon  enough. 

A  crowd  of  leaves, 

dancing,  dancing, 

occupying  the  parking  space  beside  me. 

Huddling  in  a  circle, 

like  children  playing  a  game, 

innocent  and  sweet. 

I  tap  the  ashes  of  my  cigarette, 

a  small  flurry  makes  its  way 

back  into  my  car. 

My  lungs  are  satisfied, 

or  at  least  for  the  moment. 


Carrie  Jordan  Gouge 
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Shine  On,  You  Crazy  Diamond* 

You  were  the  real  diamond 

Beneath  those  shabby  rhinestones 

And  multicolored  gems, 

Inadequate, 

Decorating  your  bones 

As  though  they  could  possess  you. 

Highly-priced  rocks 
Gurgled 

From  your  laughing  mouth 
And  rattled 

With  each  step  you  took. 

They  hid  in  your  eyes 

When  you  were  sad,  or  needed  sleep — 

All  cheap. 

I  knew  better  than  anyone: 
You  were  the  real  diamond. 

Gabriella  Her r era 


*Pink  Floyd 
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The  Floor  Invites 

I  like  this  place;  damn, 

I  like  it.  Everything  is  liquid, 

fluid  like  the  sea  and  just 

as  harsh  as  those  whitecap 

waves  that  beat  life  forms 

into  lifeless  sand,  but  it  doesn't 

matter,  I  can't  feel  it  anyways. 

Here's  my  nightcap,  a  solitary 

glass  of  cheap  scotch  whiskey. 

And  now  I'll  write  until 

my  eyelids  snap  shut  like  the 

portcullis  inside  a  castle  wall — 

my  mind's  a  castle  now,  sealed 

against  invaders  but  then  again, 

nothing  can  come  out.  And  now  I'm 

warm  but  dizzy,  and  lonely — I  used 

to  think  loneliness  was  the  shadowed 

corner  booth  at  Fun  Ling's  Oriental 

Cuisine,  watching  lines  of  people  filling 

their  mismatched  plates  with  food  that 

Mao  wouldn't  even  look  at,  but  this  desk 

in  the  corner  of  my  own  room  is  darker, 

and  now  I'm  cold,  and  nauseated, 

and  more  lonely  than  before, 

and  everything  is  dark. 

I  hate  this  place;  God... 

I  hate  it. 


J.  Carl  White 
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Used  Copy 

Clean,  crisp,  full  of  that  new  bookish  smell, 
it  started  out  the  first  of  many  on  the  crowded  bookshelf 
of  a  ten  year  old  who'd  rather  read 
than  watch  Saturday  morning  cartoons. 
A  precious  gift,  when  everyone  else  received 
Hot  Wheels  and  Malibu  Barbie  dolls. 
Now  with  dull,  dingy  edges  after 
once-a-year  readings  under  the  covers, 
shining  the  flashlight  over  dog-eared  pages, 
coffee  stains  on  page  forty-three 
from  a  night  of  insomnia  six  years  later. 
A  faded  lavender  cover,  the  bold  lettering  all  but  gone. 
The  childish  scrawl  of  two  names  inside  the  title  page 
almost  worn  away  and  now  as  secret  as  the  garden 
on  the  next  hundred  pages. 

The  girl,  anxious  to  open  the  door  on  the  cover, 

now  grown  and  more  interested  in  Austen,  Bronte,  and  Wharton. 

But  the  worn  copy  is  still  the  only  book  on  that  shelf 

not  blanketed  in  a  soft  dust. 


Elizabeth  Menges 
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Scar 

Lara  Barkley 

At  first  I  worked  unrewardingly  at  avoiding  pity  and  dodg- 
ing conversations  concerning  my  disease.  It  wasn't  until  after  my 
second  surgery  I  realized  my  diagnosis  was  a  blessing,  my  battle  tale 
of  bravery,  my  scar  a  beacon  of  hope  and  medal  of  victory.  I  knew 
others  saw  the  two  inch  horizontal  gash  across  the  base  of  my  throat 
much  differentlv  than  that.  I  knew  they  saw  a  nineteen  year  old 
with  cancer  not  as  an  epic  tale,  but  as  a  sob  story.  It  was  in  their 
passing  glances,  meant  to  be  masked  as  other  emotions,  failed  to  be 
hidden  behind  their  smiles.  I  could  always  see  the  glimmer  of  pity 
lying  just  beneath  the  surface,  forcing  itself  to  look  at  my  face,  not 
my  scar. 

No  one  ever  asked  directly  where  my  impressive  wound  had 
originated,  but  all  who  saw  me  knew  it  was  not  a  pleasant  story. 
Strangers  looked  at  me  with  sad  eyes  and  sloppy  smiles.  I  dreaded 
most  the  elevators  of  the  hospital  buildings,  filled  with  other  sick 
patients  and  their  family  members,  full  of  sorrow  free  to  pass  out  to 
all  around  them.  Everyone  crowded  in  the  box  shared  one  thing, 
they  were  there  for  those  sick  people,  but  when  my  tiny  finger 
reached  through  the  bodies  and  pressed  "7,"  the  floor  labeled 
"Cancer  Treatment. "  I  was  no  longer  of  the  common  bond.  Even 
the  elderly  in  wheelchairs  looked  at  me  with  such  long,  tearful  eyes. 
Their  mouths  rounded  with  words  they  could  not  muster  up  the 
courage  to  speak.  I  was  now  the  leper,  the  outcast,  even  among  a 
hospital  elevator  full  of  patients. 

After  so  much  constant  bombardment  of  "I'm  sorrys"  and 
"Everything  will  be  all  rights,"'  you  start  to  expect  people  to  send 
these  thoughts,  but  hate  them  for  it  all  the  same.  Family  members 
and  friends  learn  to  leave  the  subject  alone,  but  the  estranged  rela- 
tives keep  calling  to  check  up.  It?s  a  variable  in  life  almost  needed  to 
survive,  to  fuel  the  anger  to  fight.  As  much  as  you  learn  to  hate  it, 
at  the  same  time  you  subconsciously  expect  it. 

This  all  became  clear  to  me  during  a  CAT  scan  within  the 
hospital  walls.  I  was  in  the  second  waiting  room  when  a  young  man 
was  brought  back  to  the  empty  room  with  me.  He  looked  at  me,  and 
began  asking  about  why  I  was  there.  I  told  him  flatly  of  my  cancer, 
and  said  the  doctors  need  to  check  for  spreading  to  other  areas  before 
the  radiation.  Next,  he  told  me  his  astonishing  narrative  of  a  brain 
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tumor  he  had  survived.  It  hadbeen  removed  only  a  few  months 
prior.  He  was  bald  and  was  there  to  undergo  an  intermediate  scan 
the  doctors  needed  for  his  chemotherapy.  He  gave  me  his  business 
card  when  he  was  called  to  leave  and  said  when  I  was  done  with  can- 
cer to  send  him  an  email.  He  liked  to  believe  he'd  be  around  long 
enough  to  see  other  people  survive  their  cancer  because  he  knew  he 
would  never  reach  that  point. 

From  that  moment  on,  I  vowed  to  myself,  and  for  every  can- 
cer patient  not  as  lucky  as  I  have  been,  to  take  my  diagnosis  as  a 
push  to  live.  Most  see  the  diagnosis  as  a  death  sentence;  while  I  have 
always  refused  to  do  that,  I  will  not  shed  a  single  tear  for  something 
I  cannot  control.  My  body  may  be  weak,  but  I  am  still  alive,  and  I 
need  no  other  excuse  to  truly  live  as  I  have  never  done.  I  know  my 
fight  isn't  over,  and  I'm  not  done  with  cancer  myself,  but  my  prog- 
nosis is  good.  I  have  drawn  the  lucky  card  of  an  annoying  treat- 
ment, rather  than  a  painful  one.  I  watch  other  cancer  patients  in  the 
waiting  room  look  at  me  with  such  dejection.  I  get  to  walk  around 
the  hospital  like  there  is  nothing  wrong  with  me,  a  perfectly  healthy 
nineteen  year  old  girl,  the  only  sign  of  illness  being  the  plastic  ring 
around  my  wrist,  while  those  other  patients,  they  aren't  so  fortu- 
nate. They  have  to  undergo  painful  chemotherapy  and  radiation 
treatments  that  leave  them  sick  and  sometimes  even  paralyzed. 
They  cannot  walk,  for  they  are  too  weak.  They  cannot  eat,  for  they 
are  too  ill.  I,  on  the  other  hand,  could  skip  around  the  waiting  room, 
playing  duck-duck-goose  with  them  in  their  wheelchairs.  And,  I  can 
eat  as  much  as  I  want,  of  whatever  I  want.  I  feel  bad;  I  feel  guilty. 
I'm  a  cancer  patient,  but  I  am  not  sick. 


The  Trouble  with  Tulips 


The  taste  of  blood 

fresh  with  worry 

on  mv  chapped  lips. 

I  wait  to  hear  the  front  door  shut, 

your  footsteps  tiptoeing 

upstairs  to  your  bed. 

I  wait  to  touch  your  trembling  hands, 

to  purge  them  of  the  cold. 

I  wait  to  smell  your  tangled  locks, 

thick  with  cigarette  smoke 

and  some  boy's  cheap  cologne. 

I  wait  for  you  to  come  back  home 

but  I  could  be  waiting  a  long  time. 

Carrie  Jordan  Gouge 
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Allow  the  Night  to  Last 

Allow  the  sun  a  late  rise  this  once 
and  let  no  light  dispel  the  night  just  yet, 
not  while  she  lies  so  close  beside  me  here. 
Let  night  outlive  the  morning  once,  today. 

Let  shadows  yet  across  her  face  remain 
and  time  itself  begin  to  slow,  and  double  back, 
and  let  us  lie  here  frozen  in  our  warmth 
and  never  give  the  world  another  look. 

No,  the  sun  still  rises,  and  burns  the  dark 
without  regard  or  thought  for  beauties  of  the  night. 
So  night  ends,  so  day  begins,  begins  the  rigor  all  again, 
and  ends  the  peaceful  cool  and  quiet. 

And  yet  with  light,  with  morning's  broken  rest 
and  song,  she  and  I  may  yet  delight  in  leaving, 
in  rigor,  striving,  in  being,  if  only  for  the  thought 
of  loving  more  the  solace  of  the  night. 


J.  Carl  White 
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